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All is reborn, but never any Spring
Can bring back this ;

Nor any fullness of midsummer bring
The voice we miss.

The smiling eyes shall smile on us no more ;

The laughter clear,
Too far away on the forbidden shore,

We shall not hear.

Bereft of these until the day we die,
We both must dwell;

Alone, alone, and haunted by the cry;
" Hail and farewell! "

Yet when the scythe of Death shall near us hiss,
Through the cold air,
Then on the shuddering marge of the abyss
They will be there.
They will be there to lift us from sheer space
And empty night;
And we shall turn and see them face to face
In the new light.
So shall we pay the unabated price
Of their release,
And found on our consenting sacrifice
Their lasting peace.